WA3>IS   AND  JOLS   TO   DU AN

climbed 2,500 feet since morning, and again found good quarters among
the rocks. On our arrival one of the beduin declaimed the 'Adhan in
a penetrating and untuneful, voice. This he did quite frequently, but
nobody took much notice of him and none of the other beduin prayed.

The next day we followed the wadi Ankedun to the plateau of Bein al
Khorebtain; Salim, who the night before had complained of toothache,
was now singing lustily again as usual; but better than Salim's was the song
of the birds in the wadi which with the morning light became a brighter
and brighter green. And then passing down into the wadi Hisi we came
to Sa'id's home, where his new and much-loved wife lived. One of the
women had come out to meet us and Sa'id's bride, gay with her new-won'
jewellery and trousseau, came down to see him. The women, here, mostly
veiled, were shy of us but watched us jn friendly fashion from afar or hidden
behind walls and bushes. I told Sa'id to go away and talk to his wife for
an hour or so, but he said no, he was on duty. However we made no move
until he told us to come on. The Kor Seiban, the highest mountain in the
Hadhramaut, towers majestically over Hisi, huddled precariously on the"
edge of a cliff, and is the original home of the Seibani tribe.

At Hisi we left the wadi and rode up a gentle slope on to the jol. There
was a vast expanse, to our left, of sloping hills, on our right the Kor Seiban
and steep mountains. It was a most impressive sight and time and again
I stopped to look back. Geology is the science of the earth's crust, and
here was the earth's crust naked and unashamed, stretching far away to
the horizons and deeply cleft by great wadis with sheer cliffs. Although
it is 6,000 feet up, the jol was once under the sea, for we found shells on it,
and I am told the wadis were carved out by the last ice age. The solid
stone of our path had been worn smooth and polished white by generations
of travellers during a thousand years and more. The great age of the way
we were travelling was brought home to us by seeing Himyariric names
carved on the flat stone. To the Himyarites had succeeded generations of
Arab travellers and they, too, had left their names behind. One read:
^uhammad bin Ahmed Ba 'Ashi 1294," and there were others much
older.

That night we camped on the top of the plateau near the murabba'a of
Ash Shuara, built by Muhammad Ba Tawil, overshadowed by the great
clifS of Aroba acd Mola Matar, making us feel infinitely small and lost in
the immensity of space aroun<i us,

Our track next morning wound round a narrow ledge on the sheer
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